He stormed in vain against her, and finally, still storming, that
messenger of wrath departed in quest of the object of this wrath.
Because, whilst fierce, Lamba was also prudent, he enlisted the
assistance of another kinsman, Flavio Doria, and four of his own
followers, and thus reinforced set out to hunt his prey. It was in the
nature of things that they should prefer the darkness for the work they
had to do, and it was not until they had fein in wait for two nights
outside the Adorno Palace that their victim walked into their midst,
as he was horning. He was not quite alone, which is how they would
have preferred him. He was accompanied by Ferruccio, the Genoese
navigator who had been the master of his felucca, and was his devoted
servant. But as there were six of them in the Doria party, Lamba did
not hesitate to give the word, and in a moment the street was noisy
with the clash of steel.
Be it from confidence in their numbers, be it from sheer stupidity,
the Dorias had neglected caution in their approach. Their sudden
rush had made Prospero halt, and the livid gleam of their naked
weapons in such light as lingered had advertised their purpose.
Both Prospero and Ferruccio were armed, and they wore prompt
to draw their weapons and to square their back to a wall, so as to
thwart any attempt to envelop them. Ferruccio was not only a
navigator of skill. He had practised piracy in his lime, and had kepi a
whole skin by the briskness of his swordplay and the toughness of his
sinsws. Also he was of thai peculiar kind of courage which discovers
exhilaration in a rough and tumble.
He displayed his quality at the very outset, and even as he backed to
* the wall, to stand shoulder to shoulder with his master on the defensive,
he whirled his blade at the foremost assailant and all but clove one of
the fellow's arms from its shoulder,
"By the Mother of Heaven, there are still too many of you,** he
complained derisorily.
The effect of his prompt action was that whilst the wounded man
fell back with a scream, the other five, as if obeying some herd impulse,
directed their attack upon the seaman.
Prospero heard and recognized the voice of Lamba, blasphemously
urging on the others, and he advanced a pace, so as to deflect some of
that wholesale charge from Ferruccio. Crouching, he drove his
unopposed blade through the flank of the man nearest, and (hereby
brought the assailants to a division of their force.
Thereafter the six of them fought bitterly across the body of the
fallen man, Prospero and Ferruccio strictly on the defensive, but alert
and watchful in the uncertain light for any opening that might present
itself. Sword and dagger met sword and dagger at lightning speed;
steel ground on steel, clashed, parted and clashed again in a fury that
could not long endure. But though they fought in silence now, grimly
intent, there had been clamours at the outset and the ring of'metal
vibrated on the silent eventide. The delay in making an end was
enraging Lamba. This went not at all as he conceived it. His
intention had been a swift surprise attack that would have stretched
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